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At dawn, when ev'ry grassy blade
Droops with a diamond at his head.
At ev'n, when beans their fragrance shed?
F th5 rustling gales

Ye maukins whiddiu thro' the glade,

Come join my wail.

Mourn, ye wee songsters o} the wood;
Ye grouse that crap the heather bud ;
Ye curlews calling thro' a chid;

Ye whistling plover;
And mourn, ye whirring paitrick brood ;
He's gane for ever !

Mourn, sooty coots, and speckled teals ;
Ye fisher herons, watching eels ;

Ye duck and drake, wi' airy weels

Circling the lake;

Ye bitterns, till the quagmire reels,

Rair for his sake.

Mourn, clam'ring craiks at close o' day?
Mang fields o' flow'ring clover gay ;
And when ye wing your annual way

Frae our cauld shore,
Tell thae far warlds, wha lies in clay,

Wham we deplore.

Ye